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German, were in blissful ignorance of the upheaval that
might at any moment burst through the surface in the
German capital. There was a general air of deterioration.
The nobles (Adelheit) were depressed, and the traders
were taking their place. Every one blamed the Kaiser.
Communism was working underground. The place was
a smouldering volcano.

These things hardly touched the Indian party, who
enjoyed the innocence of ignorance. Once Their High-
nesses were warned to avoid a particular street and were
advised to go back to the hotel, as there was to be a
Communist demonstration, but in no other way was the
Maharaja brought into contact with German politics.
He was only concerned with German doctors who would
have nothing to do with drugs and waters, and prescribed
rest and a cool climate for nerves which had been over-
strained by the work and anxieties of previous years.

Interlaken and the Jungfrau were the next venture,
but again the Maharaja found little to attract him apart
from the opportunities of walking. Caux, Montreux,
and Paris followed in quick succession, with a tour
over the battlefields of France. And so to Marseilles
and India. Once on board his restlessness left him. The
enforced quiet with just that modicum of work that
serves to keep the mind busy, agreeable companionship,
and perhaps, too, the thought of seeing his beloved
Baroda once more, did more than all the doctors of
Europe with thek drugs, their waters, and their rest-cures
had been able to accomplish. For all that, the Maharaja
was his own worst enemy, yet not he, but the demon of
unrest which drove him from place to place with be-
wildering frequency. Except at the beginning of the tour,
when he spent two rather unhappy months at Lausanne
and Vichy, he never stayed more than a few days anywhere.
In his A.D.C., Captain Pawar, who is the laughing philo-